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MERRY CHRISTMAS
What are you going to do about giving folks “A

Merry Christmas?”
You can do lots of things, but of course most of

them would cost money. Appealing to the Scotch
in you—or will be in you by the holidays—we believe that we can tell you how to make Christmas
merry for those about you, without your spending
a cent—or rewrapping those Christmas cigars for
return presents.

Say the word of encouragement you know someone needs who is struggling hard—almost in vain.
Breathe a word of thanks to someone who has been
plugging along to make it easier for you. Show appreciation for work done by others, which you,
yourself, would not want to do. In other words, at

this Christmas season, do unto others as you would
that others would do unto you.
Radiate happiness on Christmas day by greetings
that really come from the heart. Shed that slimy
coil of the snakethat’s in you. Take human form
and do human deeds of kindness about you.
You don’t have to go abroad to spread the gospel
of good cheer. You can do it right in your own
home. Remember, charity begins at home.
Don’t try to build up a reputation as a “Goodfellow” at Christmas time. That’s no test of manhood. Just a little giving and a saccharine smile
will win you the title of “Goodfellow.” However,
you know yourself best. Perhaps you better be content with being a “Goodfellow” on Christmas Day.

No. 8

GOOD MORNING, EVERYBODY!
If you were busy being kind, before you knew it,
you would find
You’d soon forget to think ’twas true that some-

one was unkind to you.
If you were busy being glad, and cheering people
who are sad,
Although your heart might ache a bit, you’d soon
forget to notice it.

If you were busy being good, and doing just the
best you could,
You’d not have time to blame some man who’s
doing just the best he can.
If you were busy being right, you’d find yourself too busy quite
To criticize your neighbor long because he’s busy
being wrong.
GOLF
It is a science, the study of a lifetime, in which
you may exhaust yourself, but never your subject.
It is a contest, a duel, or a melée, calling for cour-

age, skill, strategy, and self-control. It is a test of
temper, a trial of honor, a revealer of character. It
affords a chance to play the man and act the gentleman. It means going into God’s out-of-doors,
getting close to nature, fresh air, exercise, a sweeping away of mental cobwebs, genuine recreation of
the tired tissues. It is a cure for care, an antidote
to worry. It includes companionship with friends,
social intercourse, opportunities for courtesy, kindliness, and generosity to an opponent. It promotes
not only physical health but moral force—Mac.
Page three

Don't Bother Me, Santa!
@e By Bob Wharton
A veteran Santa Claus in a department
store is thrown into confusion by a precocious youngster who tells him that he
doesn’t expect anything for Christmas.
It’s an amusing little story you'll like.
66

A» what would you like to have for Christmas, my little man?”
The Santa Claus in Updike’s department store
bowed his bewhiskered head to gaze into the solemn
young face of an extremely youthful admirer.
“Why—uh—why I’d like to have a lots of things,
Mr. Claus, but I ’spect I won’t get nothin’,” answered the tiny chap dolefully.

“What?

Why bless my red buttons, laddie, of

“Looka, Mr. Claus! It won’t do no good, I’m
afraid. Pop told me that I was too bad to get any

presents. An’ yuh dunno my pop!”
“Why, laddie,” Santa said with great difficulty,
“what is it that you do that is so bad?”
"FE cuss.”
“You—hr-r-umph! hr-r-umph! cuss?”
“Yes, I ain’t got the will power to stop it. Well,
s-long, Mr. Claus,” murmured the little boy sorrowfully, and made off slowly down the aisle, leav-

ing Santa with his head on the desk, his whole body
quivering as he punctuated his gasping shrieks of
mirth with great blows from his fist on the side of
the desk.

course you'll get something! Aren’t you going to

hang up your stockings Christmas Eve?”
“Nope,” mourned the little boy. “Pop said that
the only thing that he would hang up this Christmas was the grocer and the baker and the butcher.”
“Haw! haw! haw!—hr-r-umph!” roared Santa
Claus, checking his mirth with an effort as he noticed the startled stares of many tiny tots.
“Well—hr-r-umph! that doesn’t mean that you
won’t get something nice for Christmas, laddie,”

coughed Santa, struggling valiantly to restrain a
burst of laughter.

“Here!” shoving out a big regis-

try book, “first tell me how old you are, and then
tell me what you want and I'll have my chief assistant leave for the North Pole to get them im-

mediately.”
“I’m five,” answered the little boy firmly, but his
solemn face seemed to become even more mournful. “I want a thirty-calibre army rifle, a sixteen
cylinder Cadillac, and—and that monument of the

soldier at Monument and Main Streets by the
bridge.”
This time there was no doubt about the quality
of Santa’s mirth. He turned away from the little
boy and shrieked in a paroxysm of uncontrollable
mirth that made his fat tummy bobble.
The little boy gazed at Santa Claus with wonder-

LATER that evening, Christmas Eve, the little
boy’s papa and mamma held a conference in the

front room by the Christmas tree.
“Well, Mary,’ remarked the little boy’s papa,
it’s easy to see that our boy didn’t stop sweariny,
even after we told him he wouldn’t get any Christ-

mas presents if he didn’t stop.”
“Oh, yes, but what are we going to do?” anxiously
queried the young mother.
“Well, Mary, there’s still one chance. I'll try it.

Come here, son!” shouted papa.
The little boy obediently came into the front
room and confronted his parents.

“Hyah, people!” he called, without enthusiasm.
“Son,” said papa, sternness fairly dripping from
his voice, “if you can’t stop swearing I’m afraid that
I will have to disinherit you.”
The little boy slowly picked up his coat and hat
and walked outside. Thrusting his tiny hands in
his pockets, he disconsolately walked down the
street in the snow as his mama and papa peeked
out of the front door.
Soon his mamma ran after him and knelt in the
snow beside him, putting her hands fondly on his
little shoulders.
“Oh, son, you wouldn’t leave me, would you? I’d

ing eyes, and then tugged at Santa’s red trousers

be awful lonesome, and in awful trouble if you did!”

so hard that Santa had to grab his trousers hastily

“Don’t botha me, mamma,” said the little boy. “I’ve
got, hell, troubles of my own.”

to avert a major catastrophe.
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The Question of Grades
@ By Isabelle Eck
A freshman expresses her opinions on
the grading or marking system used in
colleges and universities to-day. She
proposes a substitute for marks and
examinations.
It’s a voice echoing
from “Down in the Valley.”

Presivenr HUTCHINS, of the University
of Chicago, made this statement, “Grading for
a credit system is a good deal like the weather, a

nuisance which we all condemn but do nothing
about.” This question of grades has been discussed
time and time again with few results. I have always been keenly interested in educational developments, and since entering college my interest has
been intensified in the grading system.
I rather like the definition of a university that
Nicholas Murray Butler gave in a recent issue ‘of
Scribner’s magazie. He said: “A university is an
institution where students adequately trained by
previous study of the liberal arts and sciences are
led into special fields of learning and research by

achievement, of attitudes, or of improvements? Can
development along these lines be expressed on a

piece of paper? Is it fair to take the grade of a final
examination and say, “This represents the study,
work, and achievement attained by Bob during the

past year?” I wonder!
Oxford and Cambridge rest everything upon the
results of a single set of examinations. If a man
passes, he is “educated” and ready to enter into
work along that line for which he has been preparing; but if he fails, are we to say that his achievements are none? I realize that if a person has
gained anything at all from a year of study, he

should surely be able to give some indication of it
on a test. But is it possible always to do our best
work on an examination? Many who really understand their subject become “frozen” when the word
examination, test, or quiz is mentioned. There is

a certain nervous reaction that seems to paralyze
our brain, leaving us powerless to reason.

Perhaps

some have never experienced this feeling, but more

teachers of high excellency and originality, and

have, and it is not an indication that the lesson was

where, by the agency of libraries, museums, laboratories, and publications, knowledge is conserved,

not prepared as is so often believed by the teacher.
It seems rather amazing to me that a student
should work toward a Bachelor’s degree, or any
degree under the same grade system to which he
was subjected in elementary and high school. Thousands of students are graduating from colleges and
‘ universities every year through accumulation of

advanced, and disseminated. Teaching is only one
function of the university, and perhaps the smallest
one. Its chief function is the conservation, the advancement, and the dissemination of knowledge, the

pushing out of that borderline between the known
and the unknown which constitutes the human horizon. The student who has felt the thrill of discov-

grades, credits, and examination performances with-

out having acquired anything that even faintly re-

ery, however slight, however unimportant; the stu-

sembles an education and without having obtained

dent who has put his foot on ground in letters, in
science, in philosophy, where no man’s foot has yet

mastery of a single subject.

been, knows what it is to feel the exaltation of dis-

rectly to their environment. It is a sad commentary

covery. He has entered into the spirit of the university. He has joined the household of Socrates.”

upon our present educational system that men of
this type are now almost as often found among

Educated men are men whose minds react cor-

If this, then, is the true aim of the university, and

those who have not been to college as among those

I believe it is, how is it possible to grade accurately

who have.
Furthermore, it is said that in Scotland there was
a time when in some of the universities, at least,

conservation, advancement, and knowledge gained?

It has always been my belief that this is an impossibility. We can take an examination of so many
questions and receive a grade on the accuracy of
the answers, but what does that grade signify? Of
what are marks a measure? Are they a measure of

no degrees were conferred. Possibly it was feared
that the conferring of the degree would give students the impression that their education was completed, and that they could avoid brain work for the
Page five

rest of their lives. They would live on their degrees as it were. How often does a student apply
for a position with a remark something like this: “I
have a Bachelor’s degree, was on the debating team,
and received the highest grades in the class.” At

year when they are passed along with the others.
These complexes, so developed, stay with one the
remainder of one’s life and they are not very pleasant companions to have around. The teacher is
forced to keep a happy medium as to the standing
of the class. If she reports a high standing she
loses her self-respect; if she reports a low standing
she is criticized for poor teaching.
I believe that as a substitute for this student
classification and grading sytem, the teacher should
give a word of encouragement or have a heart-toheart talk with some of the slower students. The
effects thus obtained would be cause enough to
abolish the grade-bookkeeping system. C. H. Judd
has said, “When we have knowledge of results, we

least the impression made is fair, but is the work

he did while in college necessarily going to be the
same type of work he will do in his business? Quite

often it is, but not always. Can we live always on
the reputation of our grades? It has been said that
a degree represents an academic aspiration rather
than an educational accomplishment. Too often
does a student receiving a grade of eighty per cent
consider himself three-fourths educated and he has
his marks to back him up.
I would like to present some of the objections I
hold against the grading system. I believe that it
sets up a barrier between the teacher and the pupil.
The goal of the student becomes that of forcing
from a reluctant professor some reward for a performance. Emphasis is upon what he is getting
rather than on what he is achieving. Professor
Henry Crew, made this statement before the American Association of Professors: “Our grading sys-

improve more quickly. This calls for extension and
improvement. Students should be made aware of

their excellencies and deficiencies more objectively
and more in detail.” With the present system the
teacher is a policeman, one who penalizes, rather

than one who helps.
Then again, high marks give cause for a pupil to
specialize in work along that particular line with
the results that other subjects are sadly neglected.
He avoids trying new subjects and those which
have a reputation for paying low marks.

tem diverts the student’s attention, gives him an

‘on guard’ attitude toward the professor, and leads

him to conceal his natural ignorance, instead of indulging his natural curiosity in frank conversation
with his teacher.” Thus the goal of education is
largely obscured.
Someone has said that education is like so many
little sealed packages of seeds, or knowledge; some

But now the question may be raised as to how we

are to know whom to pass or graduate. President
Hutchins proposes final comprehensive examinations such as have been in operation at Antioch for
several years.
I am of the opinion that after having had a student for a year, the professor should know the abil-

students buy only the best, others seconds, thirds,
and so forth. When their purchase amounts to so
much, the student is sent forth as graduated. Per-

ity of the student and his personal vote should determine the passing or failing of that student. A

haps the seal on some of the packages has never
been broken.

teacher can almost always point out those who will

Students are

“flunk” and those who will gain the most from the
course given.
Similar in thought is the idea offered by Horace
English, a teacher of psychology at Ohio State
University, who says: “Each candidate for graduation should be vouched for by five or six professors. When the diploma is given, the following
might be said: ‘Recommended to the faculty for
graduation by the undersigned who have assured
themselves by personal acquaintance that the can-

aware of this classification and the results should

didate is possessed of intellectual integrity, the re-

be anything but encouraging. ‘The honor row develops a superiority complex, the “dummy” row an
inferiority complex, and the opportunity row generally struggles along as such until the end of the

of knowledge, and who vouch for him to the faculty
and to the company of scholars throughout the

Personal likes and dislikes, sometimes, are found

to enter into marks given; personal favors also
cause a student to “rate” higher with his teacher.
This is not always intentional, but too often true.
The “get-by” attitude is made by setting up a passing grade as a measure of acceptable performance.
Likewise is the “rank-in-class” method to be condemned. Many teachers have honor rows, oppor-

quisite maturity of judgment, and a substantial fund
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Christmas on Horseback
@ By Lola S. Morgan
Read this winter tale and get the lowdown on how to learn to ride a horse.

The writer gives you her impressions

leap and I began covering the territory between

as she tried to learn to ride a horse on

his head and tail.
“Pull him up sharp!” my sister commanded. She
stopped her horse, so mine stopped too. I was
draped over his neck.
“Why don’t these horses have manes?” I demanded breathlessly.
“They’re three-gaited. They walk, trot, and
canter.”
“Mine also jumps,” I added.
We now started off at a slow trot, and if posting
means moving in rhythm with the horse, I was only
moving, not posting! The horse and I just did not
go up and come down at the same time!
“Your weight should be in your feet,” my sister
advised. Every time I came down hard on the sad-

a Christmas morning.

A HORSE is a beautiful animal. He has four
legs, a head, and a tail. Between his head
and his tail there is quite a bit of territory, depending on the size of the horse, but quite a lot anyway.
I always thought it would be marvelous and wonderful to sit on the back of one of these animals and
go galloping over the countryside. I imagined myself lightly leaping into the saddle and racing away
with my hair blowing in the wind. It sounded
grand! It stil sounds all right, and after you get

used to it—but let me tell you about one beautiful
Christmas on horseback!
My sister gave me a pair of jodphurs last year.
They were a beautiful color of green. I wore a
brown coat with them. If I do say it myself, I
didn’t look half bad as we drove out to the stables.

My sister is really very “horsey.” She thought it
would be a perfect way to spend Christmas day.
“You're so eager to try,” said she, “I think it will
come to you quickly. You aren’t afraid, are you?”
“No! What is there about a horse to frighten
anyone ?”
Well, they brought out a. brown animal and told
me to mount.

I thankfully accepted the groom’s

help, because when I looked at the beast it was

quite evident that I couldn’t do any leaping! That
saddle seemed awfully far from the ground!
“Now,” my sister said sweetly, “we’ll walk a bit

till you get used to the feel.”
“I’m used to it now,” I replied after a few steps.
Of course, this was a slight exaggeration, but I

said it bravely.
“All right, dear, we'll trot and I’ll teach you to
post.”
“To what?”
“To post, to move with the horse’s body. Come
on, give him the heel.”
This was foreign language, but I saw her kick
her mount, so I did likewise. The creature gave a

dle I knew my weight was elsewhere.

When we finally drew up for a rest I was told
that this is the hardest part of riding. I believed
it fully.
“When you canter,” said that angel who has the
same parents as I, “you just sit your saddle.”
“You what?”
“Sit your saddle. The horse does it all.”
So far as I was concerned, the horse had been do-

ing it all for some time! I felt in my bones that this
cantering wasn’t going to be so sweet and simple
as it sounded.
“Wait a minute!” I pleaded. “This is such a
lovely scene. Look at the snow-hung branches!”
“Yes, it’s beautiful enough to inspire poetry, but
a horse is a poem in itself.”
I looked at the one I was on and hoped he was

not going to display a poetic temperament. It was
bad enough having him just horse!
“There’s no ice on this road,” my sister said.
“Just hold on to the reins, grip with your knees,
and off we go!”
Off we did go! I gripped with both knees, both
arms—and said a prayer. The reins slipped from
my hands. I leaned far over on his neck and begged
him to stop. He made a funny noise in his throat
and kept on going. For every mile he covered on
the ground, I covered one sliding back and forth
on him! The saddle was, for me, merely an impediPage seven

you know we’re almost back to the stables. These
horses will always bring you home.”
“Do you know I fell off?”
“You have to fall a few times to be a rider. Come

ment in the territory between his head and tail. I
remember thinking that it was probably the last
Christmas I would ever see!
Suddenly, we saw a fence! It was a cute, white

fence about three feet high.

on, you’re too cross to be hurt badly. There’s a

I only had a brief

went over the fence and I went over the horse!
I landed in a pile of old brush and sawalot of

turkey waiting for us.”
I ate my turkey standing up. I was too sore to
go to the Christmas dance. I didn’t even sleep well

stars, more stars than I ever saw without a tele-

because it hurt to lie down, and as soon as I dozed

glimpse, however, as over it we went.

The horse

I saw all kinds of horses and they were all jumping fences.
The horse is a beautiful animal. He has four legs,
a head, and a tail. The next time I ride one he'll
be wooden and I won’t trust him in front of a white

scope. However, I was so glad to be on the ground
that I just lay there and counted them happily.

“OH, there you are,” said my sister. “You were
cantering so fast I couldn’t keep up with you. Do

fence on Christmas day.

The Revolt of the Plant World
e By Bob Wharton
Our old friend, Crazy Ike, tells a wild
story from his amazing past. He fascinates Pete and Jim with the story of
a scientist who encroaches upon the
secrets of plant life.
'

66

[: seems a pity that trees can’t think!”
Jim Hastings half rose from his reclining position at the side of the pool on the campus of the
University of Dickens

and

surveyed

his friend,

Pete Masters, with astonishment, perhapsa little
mixed with disgust.

“For heaven’s sake, Pete! What’s got into you
now? What do you mean, ‘it’s a pity trees can’t
think?’ ”
“Why,” Pete gave a little half-shamed laugh, but

continued doggedly, “don’t you remember what
Professor Case said this morning in psychology?
That about flowers and plants and trees as compared with rational beings, I mean. I’ve always
Page eight

considered plants and trees as very much alive. I
mean that they .
[
“Oh, pooey!” interrupted Jim impolitely. “Of
course they’re alive. Why that’s obvious, isn’t it?
They breath and nourish themselves and reproduce
just as all living things do.”
:
“Yes, I know,” answered Pete, nodding his head

earnestly but moving about uneasily. “That was
what Professor Case said this morning, but I mean
that it’s a pity that they can’t enjoy things, can’t
see life, can’t hate and love, but just remain insensate things.”
“Pete, you're too imaginative.
Trees and
paste
30’
“T know exactly what you’re going to say, Jim!
But listen to me for a second. Remember those
flower plants that I have on my desk by the window? When I sit there smoking, I always feel as
though those plants resent it when I blow smoke

through them toward the window. They actually
seem to move in protest!”
Jim sought for an expressive answer, finally
ejaculating :
“Aw! that’s easy to...
”

restial origin.

He finally came to the conclusion

that the messages that he had recorded were mere-

ly natural disturbances of the radio waves.
“Nothing daunted, however, he packed up all of
his equipment and went to Michigan, where he

“Pardon me,” murmured a soft voice, and both

finally chose a cabin deep in the woods, far from

boys looked up in agreeable surprise at the campus
caretaker, who was known only as Crazy Ike to the
student body. Crazy Ike had told the boys many
strange stories, and they always listened to him
with interest and respect. “I couldn’t help but

prying eyes.
“We kept in constant touch with each other by
means of short-wave sets that he had constructed.
According to a previous agreement we talked to
each other every week-end. He told me of his

overhear your animated conversation, boys.

progress each time that we talked.

I won-

der if 1 may be so bold as to join you in your argument?”
“Oh, yes, Crazy Ike!” cried Pete eagerly, rising
to a sitting position in his enthusiasm. “I was just
about to tell Jim about an experiment that several
scientists made, one that seems to prove, to me at
any rate, that plants really think. These scientists
placed a large pot of flowers at one side of a ballroom floor during a dance conducted by an extremely raucous jazz orchestra. They set up cameras to record any movement of the flowers. The
pictures showed that the flowers turned away from
the orchestra as the evening wore on.”
“That—that doesn’t prove that the flowersthink!”
shouted the stuttering Jim.
“I’m afraid that Jim is right, Pete,” Crazy Ike

said quietly. The soft, even voice of the speaker
shamed Jim, who vowed to himself that he wouldn’t
again lose his self-control. “It merely shows that
flowers are sensitive to sound waves.

‘The flowers

no doubt moved their heads away from the discordant jazz orchestra just as they turn toward
the sun.
“However, Jim and Pete, if you have the patience
I'll tell you a little incident that made me feel certain that plants do think. [ll let you judge for
yourself after you hear what happened to my best
friend.

“For several years he worked unceasingly to build
a radio set that would receive wave-lengths hitherto
undreamed of.
“One night I tuned in and waited for his signal.
It finally came, and by his excited voice I knew that
he was successful at last.
““Oh, my friend,’ he shouted, his voice fairly
crackling in my ears, ‘I’ve succeeded beyond my
fondest dreams! I’ve at last constructed a set that
is receiving and recording waves that have never
been received or recorded by man before! They
have a definite system to them! Just give me several weeks, my friend, and I will have deciphered
them and we will astonish the world! I’m so happy!
Next week-end I'll give you some good news, I
hope!’ and before I could even suggest that he get

in touch with me in the middle of the next week,
instead of waiting until the end, he was gone.”
Crazy Ike paused for a moment to catch his
breath. Pete and Jim were watching him with attentive eyes, not missing a single word that he
uttered.
“The next week-end,” continued Crazy Ike, a
half smile tugging at his lips as he gazed into the

big eyes staring up at him so attentively, “I waited
a full half hour before I heard his voice. Usually
he was very prompt, and I began to feel worried
about him.
“Finally, however, I heard his voice, and I knew

“HE had spent many years experimenting with
radio, in an effort to pick up radio waves emanating
from other planets. He, along with many others experimenting with radio, had picked up undecipherable recurrent sounds, and believing that the source
was upon other planets, he built a recording device
to record the messages over a long distance of time.
He felt that he could examine them and eventually
determine their meaning and perhaps their origin.
“For fear of being laughed at, he confided in no

one but me. The only reason he told me was, I believe, because he had to have someone to help him,
and to tell his troubles to.
:
“For years he worked, but could arrive at no conclusion that the recordings were other than of ter-

immediately that something was wrong.

His voice

sounded strained, and I wondered if he hadn’t been

working too much.
““Well, my friend, I’ve proved that there is something intelligent that is producing the waves! There
are constant reproductions of similar recordings,
and I believe that I will soon have deciphered them.’

“His quivering voice made me fear for his health,”
continued Crazy Ike, “and I tried to divert him a
little from his tensity of mind.

I told him about

a little incident that had happened to me.
“*You are working too hard,” I told him. ‘You
must ease up a little or you will go insane. It’s too

bad that you couldn’t be here with me because I’ve
just had to move my flower plants away from the
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radio that you built for me to receive your calls.
Two of the plants have grown prodigiously since
you have been gone. Oneof, them was climbing
right inside of the radio set when I pulled it out
and moved the pots over a little.”

“Tt is very strange, my friend,’ the scientist answered me a moment later.

‘I, too, have noticed

the plants here. ‘hey seem to be growing up about
my cabin with a growth that is astonshing. They’re
even growing through the windows, and the floor
boards are bulging up because of a vine that has
grown underneath the cabin. I’ve never seen anything grow so fast.’

“He then said good night to me,” Crazy Ike went
on, “and I went on about my business as usual, but

I kept thinking of him constantly.
“The next week-end when I tuned in, he answered
me immediately.
““My friend!’ he shouted, ‘I can’t get out of the
woods! The trees and plants have grown so fast
and so thickly that I can’t get through them to the
little town where I get my provisions.’
“T interrupted him,” said Crazy Ike, “and begged
him to calm down. I told him that it must be merely the result of his overwork—that he merely
imagined it.
““No! no!’ the scientist cried to me, ‘I tell you

that I can actually sense a feeling of animosity as
soon as I step outside of the door, and I swear to
you that it is from the trees and plants! They hate
me! I can feel their antagonism as soon as | leave
the cabin!’
“His voice toward the end actually rose to a
scream,” said Crazy Ike earnestly. “I tried to calm
him but it was of no use. He continued to shout
hysterically.
““T tell you that I am not insane!’ he screamed at
me. ‘And I know now why they hate me! The waves
that I am receiving and recording emanate from the
plants! I am beginning to understand the recordings
that I have made, and the plants are afraid that I will
encroach upon their world!’
“T was sure that he was insane, then,” said Crazy
Ike softly, glancing down at Pete and Jim, who
stirred uneasily. “I tried to calm him but it was of
no use.

He shouted:

““Oh, you fool, listen! You can hear the movement of the bushes and trees outside!’
“For a moment the short-wave set was silent,”
whispered Crazy Ike, “and above the faint hum of

the radio I heard an ominous rustling that murmured unceasingly, seeming to fill the very room.
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I felt the hair on my scalp stiffen and a cold shiver
ran over me.
“ ‘Now do you understand?’ the scientist shouted.
‘The trees and plants know that I am beginning to
understand their thoughts and they resent it! Just
this morning I deciphered some of the recordings.
:
They are planning .
“Just at that point my set went dead,” continued
Crazy Ike, clearing his throat. “Anxious to hear
what he was saying, I leaped to my feet to see if
my set had become disconnected.

I looked behind

the set and found that one of the plants from my
flower pots had thrust its way into the tubes and
wires of the radio set.
“Abolutely stunned, I gazed stupidly at the plants
that had grown so rapidly. While I stood there I
heard a snapping noise as if something gave way,
inside my radio set. The plant had grown in and
about the intricate wires and tubes of the set, and

was destroying it.
“Up until that time I had merely considered the
scientist’s excited talk as insane ravings. Now |
wasn’t so sure. I began to wonder if the scientist
was right—if he had discovered the secret of the
plants, and whether they were determined to keep
their secret from man.

“If he was right—if the plants could think and
communicate with each other—then the plants in
my house had destroyed my radio because they had
received communications, from plants in Michigan

a thousand miles away, that their world was being
encroached upon.
“T ran outside and drove my car to the nearest
airport, where I chartered a plane and flew to
Michigan.
“After many days I succeeded in reaching the
scientist’s cabin. I had to hire a gang of men to
help me chop my way through to it.
“When we reached the cabin we had to chop vines
away from the door before we could open it. Inside we saw the conclusive proof that plants are
intelligent.
“Lying on the floor of the cabin was the body of
my friend, the scientist. Wound tightly about his
body were the tentacles of several vines that had
grown through the cabin floor. His scientific equipment was utterly destroyed by the crushing grip of

hundred of enveloping plants.”
JIM’S mouth was wide open as he gazed after
Crazy Ike’s departing back. Pete was the first to
gain his voice after Crazy Ike had finished the tale:
“Gee! Baron Munchausen had nothing on Crazy
Ike.”

Will Johnny March Again?
@ By M. J. Hillenbrand
Dont mistake the tone of this article.
The writer is no pacifist. He ts of the
R.O.T.C. We don’t have pacifists or
communists on our staff — or among
the students of the university.

\ \) AR drums beat over Europe; the black

Naturally, the conversation at times drifted to
war and its accessories, and I was able to discover

much about the various attitudes of various persons
on the subject—and the attitudes were not so various as the persons, but astonishingly similar. I
have tried to sound out others with similar experi-

ies work overtime and armies rhythmically drill.
Even the optimists can smell battle miasma, and

ence about their experience, and find that it is possible, putting everything together, to draw some
fairly general conclusions. This article is presented
in an impartisan spirit, with no intention to make

many await hourly the spark that will flash the dy-

propaganda either for the militarist or the pacifist.

namite to blow western civilization into another
snarling, internecine clash of integral units.
As members of a nation once literally “roped”

I merely record what I heard and observed.

man trembles and seethes; the white man
threatens and counter-threatens as munition factor-

into a European death-struggle, Americans natural-

ly wonder if the entire process will repeat itself;
and particularly interested are the young men who
know positively that that part of the process will
repeat itself, which, if the United States enters war,

will send them off to be shot to pieces. Few to-day
actually want war, yet man’s institutional forms
often ironically condemn him to a collective action
which as an individual he abhors. Preventing repetitions of history means changing the analogous
conditions of the present to those of the past; neu-

trality legislation partially answers that demand,
and the possibility is that we will stay out.
But supposing we don’t; supposing our diplomats

War no longer holds a glamorous allure, a roman-

tic appeal to the spirit of adventure. Too many
“debunking” books like “All Quiet on the Western
Front” have been absorbed by the reading class,
and too many Floyd Gibbons horror reports and
Raw War pictures by the semi-literate. Most young
men realize that modern war is precisely what Sherman called it, that the days of armor and chivalry,

and all they signified, are inextricably mired in an
irrevocable past. The artificial stimulant has vanished. Cold steel is cold steel and poison gas is
poison gas, and if our helpless diplomats get duped

again by the subtler Europeans, war will have to
attract on its own merits—and certainly it has few
enough with which to attract.
Fourth of July orators and William Jennings

remain just as supinely ignorant of affairs, just as

Bryans to the contrary, no “million me will spring

gullible, just as easy to dupe as twenty years ago.

to arms overnight.” There won’t be any springing,
nor even a slow surging. Just as in the recent
quota raise of a few months ago, both army and

Supposing our bankers and munition makers prefer
a stream of blood to a blocked stream of gold—will
these young men swarm to the volunteer enlistment
office, or at least accept the draft without resistance? Will they endure the unglamorous horrors
of modern warfare, which numberless recent books

navy, even with the latest ballyhoo methods, will
go begging for volunteers—and forceful enlistment

will be the next step.
If as Mr. Oswald Villard of The Nation has claimed,
about twenty-five per cent of those drafted during
the late war, by hook or by crook, by slacking, by

have perhaps made too vivid?
I think this constitutes a query whose answer
may surprise many, horrify a few, and seem perfectly consonant with developments in our country
to another few. During the past few summers I
have been fortunate in finding opportunity to asso-

draft-dodging, and by bribing managed to keep out
of uniform—with the conditions of to-day, a more
positive oppositon to compulsory service will most
likely spring up. Of course Mr. Villard is a pacifist,

ciate with a wide variety of men, from Harvard

and that may have influenced his figures, but that

graduates in Boston to Italian laborers in Camden,
a cross-slice of the manifold types that make up the

there will be an active hostility to conscription not
merely by an isolated minority, I am certain. American young men do not want to go to war, and many

country’s personnel.

Page eleven

illegal extension of the particular to the general,
but as the epitomizing of similar opinions into a

make a sullen fighter at best, and certainly a protest demonstration against conscription would find
him marching along.
The cynics and the idealists, though not numerous, are ever present. Harry Cryan and Lee Smith
are as unlike as snails and humming birds, but they
are both anti-war with a vengeance. Harry, rich
and intelligent, works because his father makes
him, and thinks life a tragic joke—but at times
lots of fun and worth hanging on to. University
training had created skepticism of man and his

concrete expression of them in single persons.
At one end of the scale is Tommy Canby, Master

claims. America is a good country to live in—law

of them will vigorously assail any attempt to force
them.
Now these are sweeping generalizations, and |
mean them as generalizations which really sweep
in a majority. Perhaps the best method of illustrating the prevalency of this spirit would be to examine the minds of certain definite young men that
I know, who may stand as representative of types.
I hope that this attempt will not be construed as an

of Science in Chemistry, graduate of Boston College, and now routine analysis man in a benzol
plant. He still feels genuine patriotic emotion

work; interest in history had confirmed it, so he
and order and all that, and money talks, but as toa
war—the “suckers” can take care of that!

“There are more ways than one of getting out of

when Old Glory waves and the band blares, and,
given the permanent propagandized conditions of
the World War, and a temporary exaltation by a

a draft,” opines Harry, “and most of them are

rhetorical orator, might at the emotional zenith volunteer, or at any time docilely accept the draft.

Oil or J. P.; for that matter, why should anybody ?”
Certainly no army material here!
Lee is a pacifist. He believes that killing a man
on a battlefield is just as much murder as killing

Trained in scholastic ethics, he retains vague notions of just and unjust wars, but just vague no-

tions, nothing definite enough to permit a personal
evaluation. Any war we enter, would in the long
run, find him in the trenches. And so with many
like Tommy, but the Tommies who believe with
child-like faith are growing less in relative numbers.

money.

If that won’t work, something else will.

Why should I get gassed to save dear old Standard

him ona Street, that nations can exist without war,

and if they can’t they don’t deserve to exist at all.
Forcefully eloquent, he can influence others, and is

idealist enough to lie indefinitely in a guard-house
rather than carry a gun. The Lees are few in 1935,

Then John Betowski, shrewd and serious, a clerk

for communism absorbs their kind, and the paci-

with eyes on the boss’s desk. No! he certainly
would not enlist to be blown apart. The only way
they could hook him would be in the draft—and

fying pacifist becomes a militant pacifist.
These five are the types of young men that constitute much of our nation. Of course, the exceptions are numerous, among them the militarist
clique, the vast fluctuating mass of those who never
get beyond the grades, and the communists. Further comment on the picture is superfluous. To
some it is an incredible picture; surely it is a new
and growing one.

they would need a mighty powerful hook.

John

wouldn’t cut off a limb, mutilate himself, to escape

as did a few in 1917 and 1918, but if “getting out”
meant only a change of name, a substitute’s fee, or
a bribe for the enrollment officer, no scruples would

loom in the way. Not a morsel of humanitarian
sentiment innately opposed to killing a fellow man,
not a speck of principle moves him, only the in-

stinctive desire for self-preservation, long predominant over a fading patriotism. The Johns are many
to-day, and not a million Daughters of the Ameri-

can Revolution can keep the total from swelling.
Representing the millions of sons of immigrants,
Joe Bonapace, with little formal education but a
good share of common sense, with less white-collar

ambition or acumen but a strong back and calloused
hands, loves his life too much to ever imperil it voluntarily. His father had ripped up Il Duce’s summons for return to Italian service, and Joe feels in
the same mood. Even the orator has no appeal
here, for what do patriotism, independence, past
glories signify to one reared in a slum, and likely
stuck in at least a semi-slum for life? Joe would
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Perhaps another era of propaganda and atrocity
fables will revive the dying martial ardor, but the

pre-war social conditions and outlook evidently do
not parallel those of to-day in the United States.
Columbus Circle, Bug-House Square, Union Square,
the recent campus protest against war throughout

the country, current periodicals—all indicate the
concerted trend of the young man away from arms.
From coast to coast, in every social class, this resistance to war and participation in war is taking
hold of the United States. And whether one believes it a blessing or a national disaster, the fact
must be recognized that Johnny will have considerably more to say this time about marching again.
Someone is going to be surprised if the time ever
rolls round again for another enlistment, and from
all the signs it won’t be the pacifists
!

The Gentle Art of Laundering Cats
e By Martha Rockey
You knew dog owners washed dogs—
to get rid of that doggone smell; but
did you know before that folks washed
cats? We thought cats did their own

washing. However, we're never too
old to learn.

Be CAT is a species of furry beast with four
legs and much more tail than intellect. It
is commonly known and classed as a domestic animal, but when it is subjected to any contact with
water, however slight, its primitive nature is awak-

ened and it fights until it either dies of horror and
over-exertion, or succeeds in completely drenching
and discouraging the noble-minded person who has
so optimistically attempted to bathe it.
The equipment for bathing a cat is very simple.
The first and most important requisite is a heavy
mackintosh, which buckles securely around the neck
and reaches well down to the ankles. In addition,
an oilskin hat, of the type worn by experienced
sailors during a violent storm, will come in handy,

as well as a pair of rubber hip-boots. These boots
may be classed as a necessity, for it is highly improbable that you can successfully bathe the cat
without finally climbing resignedly into the tub
with it. A baseball catcher’s mask and a pair of
heavy leather gloves complete the outfit.
There is, of course, the trivial matter of a towel

and soap, but they are not really a necessity as it is
not likely that you will ever reach the stage where

you will have use for either.
The first step is to drag a galvanized wash tub
into the back yard and fill it with warm water to a
height of about ten inches. Lay the towel and soap
neatly beside the tub and do not don your
mackintosh until you have put on the hip boots,
unless you are a contortionist. If you find that you
have omitted the boots, however, and you dread

the thought of unfastening the mackintosh, lie
down on your back, and, grasping the boot firmly
with both hands, try to balance yourself on the

back of your neck and pull the boot on at the same
time. ‘This method is almost always successful on
the seventh or eighth attempt.
After you are completely attired it is time to
hunt for the cat. A great deal of interest is injected
into the experiment at this point, for the cat will
climb a tree. Although you might use a ladder, it
is far better to sit comfortably on the grass at the
base of the tree with your feet stuck out stiffly in
front of you—because of the boots—and meditate
on political science or world economics until the
time when the cat chooses to descend and be captured.
By this time the water in the tub will be cold.
Pour it out, preferably in a place where you will
walk later in the day, wearing white shoes. Hold
the cat securely in the left hand while you fill the
tub with warm water again.
Now the excitement begins! Grasp the cat firmly by its four feet and submerge it gently. You
will experience a new sensation, that of holding a
hurricane by the tail. Whatever you do, don’t let
go! This is a very critical period and must be endured calmly—and with poise.
I once knew an ingenious individual who conceived the idea of placing the cat in a wire bird
cage, and alternately ducking it and scrubbing it
with a long-handled toothbrush. As soon as the cat
was released it departed in a northeasterly direction
and has never been seen since. This method I espe-

cially recommended for old-maid aunt’s cats that
insist on sleeping in the middle of your bed.
But to get back to the laundering. After you have
held the cat in the water for a while, grab the soap
and try to apply it. The cat will sooner or later succeed in slipping out of your hands, and will lie
down and roll completely over four or five times.
As soon as this rite is completed you may change
clothes and spend the rest of the day picking cat
hairs and gravel out of the bar of soap.
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Christmas in No Man’s Land
@ By B. F. Shoe
The original title of this story was “A

Night in Hell.’ The censor cut out
the ‘What Price Glory” language that
sulphurized the pages, and gave the
story the title it bears now. The editor fears the censor ruined it.

where the man who gets too curious about his
neighbor’s history generally loses all interest in
everything—permanently.
As they talked, a more or less tuneful voice was

raised in a decidedly off-color song.
I: was Christmas Eve, and the last night in the
trenches for Company G. To-morrow they would
go to rest billets. Sergeant Joe Watkins was standing guard on the firing step. With him was his pal,
Corporal Jim Wheeler.
They were a queer looking pair, being exact opposites as far as physical make-up was concerned,

but were inseparable companions.
They had
punched cattle together all over the West, leaving
a trail of grinning outfits and cursing camp cooks
in their wake. When war broke out, they had en-

listed together, and proceeded to raise concentrated
fury together, all the way from training camp to
the front-line trenches.
Watkins,

a

tall,

horse-faced.

individual

who

stood about six feet four, was thin as the proverbial
rail.

When he walked he looked for all the world

like a pair of animated dividers. Wheeler was the
exact opposite, being short and broad, with the
hairy chest and arms of an ape.

They had two things in common, however, enormous muscular strength and amazing speed with
the Colt revolvers, which they had flatly refused to

leave behind them when they enlisted.
They were talking in subdued whispers of the
morrow, while they kept watchful eyes on their

sector of “No Man’s Land” which was unusually
quiet that evening.
Said Joe: “Those rest billets sure will look good
to-morrow. Wow!’ as he scretched his back. “Tl
sure be glad to get rid of these unmentionably described ‘cooties’ of mine.”
Said Jim: “You bet! After two months in this
slimy hole, those punishment cells at Sing Sing
would look good to me.”

It was called

oS
»’ and had had as wide a range of singers,
outside the Y. M. C. A. Canteens, and as many
verses as the much better known “Madamoiselle

from Armentieéres.”’
They looked at each other in amazement, not so

much at the song as at the location of the well
known and undeniably crazed voice.

“Brimstone and Uncle Jasper’s

Golf Balls!”

gasped Joe, “What in the name of khaki pants is

Bunny Ellis doing out there, and what’s happened
to him?”
“I don’t know,” said Jim grimly, “but I’m soon
gonna find out!”
“O.K., Pll cover ya, but for the love of Pat, watch

what you’re doing!”
_With that he boosted Jim over the brink of the
trench and settled down to wait.
As Jim wormed his way toward the voice, he fell

into a shell hole against another figure which emitted a grunt, and profanely wanted to know what in
he thought he was doing, and promptly had
his mind relieved of the problem.
Jim had reached the “listening post.”
Leaving the outpost, he squirmed his way toward
the owner of the voice who was now telling all and
sundry about the “Old Lady from Wheeling.”
Finally he made out a sorry figure tied to a post.

His eyes had been gouged out, his nails torn out by
the roots, and only a bloody patch remained where
his left ear had been. Around the crazed man lay
the bodies of several doughs, mute evidence of what
had happened to others, who having heard and
recognized the voice, had gone out to see what was
the matter.

a faked murder charge, and after being released,

With a muttered curse on his lips for the human
fiend who had thought up such a diabolical plot,
and a prayer for success in his heart, he raised himself, bayonet in hand, to cut him loose, but a sniper,
equipped with a silencer on his gun, picked him off

had gone west where no questions were asked, and

just as he had the others.

IN his early twenties Jim Wheeler had served two
years in that famous (or infamous) institution on
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BACK at the trench, Joe was getting worried.
Jim should have been back long ago. He should
never have let him go alone. Just then Captain

Martin, the company commander, appeared from a
dugout.

“Evening, Sergeant!” returning
“where is Corporal Wheeler?”

Joe’s

salute,

“Fiear that, sirt’

“Yes, Ellis,.ign’t it?”
“Yes, sir. Jim went out after him a good two
hours ago and hasn’t come back. Please sir, can I
take a patrol out there to see what I can see?”

They finally reached a point where they could see
what had happened, and it was all Joe could do to
keep the “Big Three,” as they had been nicknamed
by their college friends, from jumping to their feet
and blindly rushing out to get their pal.
leaving them to cover him, Joe wormed his way
out, slowly lifted himself, and then suddenly threw
himself to one side as he fired at the flash of the

sniper’s weapon. There was a crashing in the treetop and a body fell to the ground. Then he calmly
raised himself and cut the man loose.

The extra shot started things going. “No Man’s
Land” was fairly alive with machine gun bullets,

“Officially, I can’t send a patrol out after two
men, but if you were to wait until my back was

and was constantly being swept with searchlights,

turned and go without permission, I’ll not be too

flares, starshells—and what have you.

hard on you.”
:
With that he walked off, and Joe joyfully set
about the task of getting his patrol together.
Going to a dugout he called to the three inmates,
“On your toes, you soldiers three! We’re going on
patrol!”
“Don’t you ever think of anyone but us? There’s
a couple more blokes in this lousy war,” growled a
voice..

After the storm died down, the “Big Three” got
to wondering why the non-appearance of the Sergeant and what he had gone after. Finally they
crawled out and brought back the wounded pair.
Corporal Wheeler and the rest were dead.

As they tumbled into the trench, not unscathed
themselves, Captain Martin appeared, and after asking a few questions walked away muttering something about citations for the bunch.

“Come on! Haul your lazy carcasses out here!”

“Think of it!” complained Scotty, “a lousy medal

In answer to the summons, three men crawled

for a Christmas present, a bug-house for Bunny,
but how about the fellows who went out and didn’t
come back?”
Ai
“Don’t you know?” asked Smiles.. “Ten thou-

out and presented themselves for duty.
“You know that voice?” he bawled, “You ought

to. He enlisted with you. Something’s happened
and were going out after him. Two hours ago
Corporal Wheeler went out and he ain’t been back.
We're gonna find out why, or we ain’t comin’ back

neither. Get me?”

sand apiece for the folks at home.

right!”
“Who started
growled Swede.

this

crummy

Nope, ’taint

war,

anyhow?”

Christmas Giving
Lola S. Morgan
Let us go silently this Christmas night
When stars like snow are sprinkled on the sky,

For we have heard the Christ-Child softly cry
And we have seen a radiant heavenly light
In the white glow that bathes this sleeping earth
In God’s own beauty. These are rays that lead
Mankind again to great immortal birth
With gifts to ease the pain of human need.
Into this world of joy and fear and strife
Children of Christ are born on Christmas day;
In hovels worse than stables, mothers pray
And dream proud dreams for each God-given life.
His words are in our hearts, His face we see: |
“What you shall give to them, you give to Me.”
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Telon
® By Richard Kappeler
What has happened so far:
Captain Lebre met a soldier in a café, and between drinks told him one of his interesting stories.
After they parted, the Captain notes a card left by
the strange soldier with the name Telén upon it.
Captain Lebre is terror stricken! He had killed
Telon’s brother, a sentry, during the war in Spain.
True, 'it was in line of duty, but now he knew, for

sure, that Telon was going to have his revenge—
and in his own way! Had Telon not written on
the card, “We shall meet again?” ‘Terrified, Captain Lebre rushed out of ‘the café.
Now continue:

Ceram LEBRE ran to headquarters and
shouted to the bugler
: “Give ‘the call to arms!”
But it was in vain. His men never had even a
glance of Telon. They searched half the night but
found neither hide nor hare of the bird-seller Telon.
From that day on Lebre had a bodyguard.
He came to distrust his own men. Life itself became unbearable because of the nerve-wracking
suspense. One rainy night he himself trailed a nondescript man, whom he thought might be Telon,
through a soaking drizzle. At the end his efforts
were fruitless—he had been mistaken.
This climaxed everything—so it seemed. A bad
case of nerves was followed by an attack of la

fessed his love for her. She held him off, however,
with her feminine wiles.
“Clarita, beloved, why do you not tell me you
love me. I love you!”
“IT don’t know, mi ‘caballero, you have breathed

so much gunpowder and smoke, and tasted of ‘the
harder things in life, that how do I know but that
it has made you hard of heart. I could not marry a
man who never shows tender pity or helps another
man. You would never stay home. You would be

adventuresome and warlike. I know that you think
only of revenge. If you had not lost track of Lebre
by now you would have killed him! How can you
carry such hatred in your heart?” she queried. trying to make excuse for her refusal to marry him.
“But even you had hatred in your white heart towards me, mi chica.”

“But I did not understand. It was loyalty to my
country. I didn’t know that you weren’t truly a
traitor,” she hastened to explain.
“Remember, you tried to get me to meet you at
Torgos, and I fooled you and your accomplice, even
became his guide for awhile.”
“Ah, yes! and now I’m so glad that you did, she
replied.
“And Lebre was your accomplice, and I fooled
him, and then didn’t even know who it was that

grippe. He became worse and was obliged to resign from his post and rank, and finally quit the
army. He was not too rich, and only recently had
lost his real estate lands in Paris.

plotted against me for a long time, until he gave
himself away.”
“You hate him, as much as it is possible for a
man to hate, don’t you?”

LEBRE sat in a wheel-chair on the arm of the

my brother!”
“Was there not a war, and didn’t your brother
willingly take chances on being killed by anyone?
Just because you know who it was, you have this
insane revengeful spirit. Did not our Master say
that we should forgive our enemies?”
“Forgive one who has killed my brother? Never!
It is impossible!” Telon shouted. Then he laughed
nervously.
“There, you see! You are a cruel man. How could
I love you?”

spacious porch of his country villa, remembering
the old days of his service. Surrounded ‘by beautiful flowers and gardens, numerous trees bearing
fruit, he prized his “maisonette a la campagne” very
dearly.
Things had gone bad for Telén, also. Driven
from his country by an incensed and unreasoning
public, his political enemies had succeeded in over-

throwing him. On his way north into France he
stopped at Clarita’s house. His once bitter enemy
was now his heart’s desire.
He had liked her the first time he saw her. Her
dainty features, elegant carriage, beautiful brown
hair, dark tender eyes appealed to him. He proPage sixteen

“Yes, it is true,” Lebre replied, “but he killed

“But you don’t believe all these things you said—
about forgiving your enemy?”
Her face was angelic.
“Most certainly! It makes one happy at heart to

be at peace, and friendly towards all men. When
there is no hatred eating at your heart and dominating your thoughts, then you are happy. Besides, it
is His command! Don’t you remember, Telén?” she
questioned sadly.
“Yes, I remember the padre and our teachers tell-

ing us that, but I don’t know what I believe,” he
confessed in despair.

follow, except for the occasional racking cough of
the patient. Delirious again, the wreck of humanity would rave again.
“Help! I must get away to my friends! It’s
he—my enemy—Telén! Now I shall make short
work of him. Ha, ha! he still hunts for me. Ha,
Grissette is quite a pretty girl. Well, I did shoot
and kill his brother—teach him. . .”

“Believe in me, Telon, if you love me as you say

Jacques would spring to his feet, face pallid, fists

you do.”
The look in her eyes made Telon feel quite peculiarly ashamed—and yet thrilled. He adored her.
He held her as his ideal and knew that she was
right. He was happy just to be near her, follow her
advice, and look into her deep eyes and find the
answer to all his troubles.
~
“Well, I must be going before they catch me,”
he said, rising to go.
“Where are you going?”
“TI don’t know—just get away from it all.”
He kissed her tenderly and then vanished into
the darkness.

clenched, till they were bloodlessly white. “Murmuring old fool! imbecile!” he would curse under
his breath.
Then he would somehow regain his composure
and push the delirious man viciously back on his
bed. The sick man would regain consciousness, and
Jacques would feed him some gruel and soup, spilling the greater part upon the sunken chest. The invalid would cough almost incessantly.
“Don’t cough so much, old fossil,” Jacques would

grumble.
“The soup is hot. Pardon, but where am I?” he
would ask between gulps. And then the veil of delirium would be drawn away.

JACQUES was a familiar figure to many a gen, a village in the neighborhood of

“IN a dirty old attic, in France, grandpére, but

Germany and the topmost part of France. Especially was he known in the slum district in which
he lived. He was dressed in the poorest clothes;
actually they were in rags. He was a middle-aged
tramp of the streets, living a meager, dreary life.
Even the gendarmes would toss him a coin for
black coffee or a stale loaf of bread. Up rickety,
splintery stairs he would trudge, past the second
floor to the garret. A rat hole of squalor and filth—
that was his abode. Somehow he always had sufficient to keep alive, and still share it with a sick

rather in the gutter, raving with the fever.”
“TI remember now!” The old man thought hard.
“T used to be a captain in the army. I took sick
and lived in my maisonette de bois. Then they
took it away from me. I came north to get a place
to live, to get a pension, maybe. Took sick and was
starving. Well, then you found me, didn’t you?
Am I going to get well? Tell me! I’m not going
to die, am I?” he cried frantically at the impassive
Jacques.

darme in T

roommate.

I found you on the street,

“No, my ‘invalide,’ I don’t think you’ll die. But

He played nurse to this stricken man but gave
him only the most indifferent attention. It would

take an artist to paint the picture of these two derelicts. The sick man would lie in an old straw bed,
close to the fire in the grate that played fitfully
upon the crude walls and rafters. Jacques would sit
in a dilapidated old rocking chair, smoking silently,
while his tired frame rested from hard work. He
would remain quiet, rarely humming to himself,
seldom noticing the invalid. Then the man in the
bed would become delirious, shouting incoherently

at times, with Jacques dull and peculiarly apathetic.
“Allons, hommes, aux armes!

tell me who you are.

Forward! charge

men!” and rising to his elbows, the invalid would
shout “Kill the Spanish rogues!”
Then Jacques would push him back roughly on
the pillow, hatred bursting out of those eyes, dark,
malignant eyes. Then the silence of the grave would

I am very poor. I earn scarcely enough to sustain
us, but we'll pull through somehow. You're all
right; you won’t die. Do you recognize me?” Jacques said comfortingly.
“No, I can hardly see,” came the reply. A sigh
escaped Jacques.
“But presently you will see, Monsieur Lebre.”
“You know my name! How?” gasped Lebre, a
quizzical twist on his face.
“Your ravings,” explained Jacques tersely.
A rap on the door awoke Jacques.
“Qui est 1a? (Who’s there?) Jacques growled
sleepily.
“Telén! Telén! at last I’ve found you.

It is I,

Clarita. Let me in!” piped a small voice.
“Mon Dieu! what do you want?” He opened the
door and there she stood in simple coarse clothes,

but a vision of heavenly radiance to Telén.
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“Oh, Telén! I have looked all over for you, Clarita spoke up, stamping the heavy snow off her small
feet.

“And you have found me!” he cried, embracing
her. Her ruddy face became ruddier yet as he
hungrily kissed her.
“But who is that with you?

He is sick, and it is

so cold up here. Who is he?”
“Just a street jay that I picked up—really nobody,” he said desperately, trying to block her
path. “Let’s not worry about him. What’s news?”
But she ran over to the bedridden fellow. A
little cry escaped her lips. “Telon—you—why this
is Lebre! What are you doing with him here?” she
cried.

Tel6n moved away to the window where Clarita

joined him.
“Well, Telon are you going to tell him who you
are?” Clarita asked.
“No, the shock and fright—he wouldn’t be able
to understand why I don’t cut his heart out. It
would kill him.”
“Well, aren’t you going to get revenge, anyhow?”
Clarita asked again. “The police would never question you about his death. It would be easy. I
would never be able to prove a thing but that he
died of shock,” she tempted, watching him.

In her heart she was sure of the answer she was
going to get, but she wanted to hear him say it.
“No, Clarita, no! Don’t talk like that! I’m never

“WELL, it was this way. My own people turned
against me. Some of my political foes started the

rumor again that I was a traitor. It was no use to
argue with people who were so unreasonable, as

they followed the leaders’ sway. So I beat it penniless over the border. I rented this room, and one

day I found him in the snow. So here he is. Do
they still hate me?”
“Yes, Telén. Even I had to flee because they

knew that you and I were friends. So I hunted all
over for you, followed every possible clue. They
still hate you. Isn’t that gratitude for you? You
who have done so much for your country, chased
out of it, exiled! Qué lastima!”
“Ah, but Clarita, we love each other. I love you
and you love me, so. . .”
“I love you? Do you think so?” she asked seriously.

“If not, why did you come here?”

As she had no answer, they both laughed merrily,

going to take revenge—never
!”
“Telon!”

“Didn’t you tell me that we should forgive our
enemies.

Well, I’m trying hard.

Besides, I’ve

never been so happy before, deep in my heart. Maybe it’s because I’m doing what the padre preaches.
He said it would make men happy. Clarita darling,
will you marry me now?” he begged caressingly.
“But Telon, maybe it was easy for you to sit there
and hate him, yet be so indifferent or lazy that you
did not turn him out. You might have helped him
begrudgingly. How do you know that you really
have love for your enemy? How do/ know if what
you tell me is the truth? I must watch you and see
for myself, and when I think I’ve seen what I want
to know then I’ll give you my answer.”
“What would be the difference if I still hated
him? I’d still love you!” he rejoined.

and he was happy to note that she didn’t deny it.

“Because Telon, I want for a husband a man who
can rule his own heart, a man who does not let his

life hung on a thread. They were talking one night

emotions rule him. He will be my mainstay, and
such a man can then rule my heart and bring both

“I can’t understand you, Telén,” Clarita said.
“You hated him so!” —
“Neither can I. I don’t know why I did it, myself. I saw him lying there. I had to save him.
We were two poor wretches. Maybe I wanted company. I don’t know. JI couldn’t throw him out—

of us peace and joy and love,” she explained.

They kept a steady vigil over Lebre, while his

and the conversation took a serious trend.

not now.” He stumbled over the words.

“Ah! now I see. You're waiting till he gets
better; then you will exact your revenge,” Clarita
hissed ,eyeing Telon closely.
|
“I hadn’t even thought of that, Clarita. You must

believe me,” Telén implored.
A cry from the sick man broke up their conversation. As they assisted him to change his position, he opened his eyes and spoke to Clarita.
“He is so good! He cares for me and feeds me.

He is a good buddy!”
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DAYS passed without any improvement.

Clar-

ita had put up with them to save the small sum of

sous she still had left in the world. Telén found
himself really and truly forgetting more and more
his hatred of Lebre, and helped along by arguing it
out with himself. He even felt a little compassion.
He saw the tragic note in it, where before he had

gloated over this same misfortune. It was a pity!
Once a captain was nowa derelict of life. More
and more he forgot himself and tried to help his
stricken foe in his battle for life. Then came the
crisis
|
“We should get a doctor now,” decided Clarita,

after looking at him quite awhile. Telén remained
silent. The old hatred surged anew. Why should

he part with the precious little money he had at
present. Clarita herself had very little. It would
put him in dire circumstances. Selfishness also
crept into his heart.
|
He looked at Lebre and realized then that he
couldn’t keep malice in his heart. Something inside
revolted against such thoughts. He looked toward
Clarita and found strength in his decision.
He rushed out into the street. Muffled forms
brushed past him. A gendarme, observing his
clothes, roughly pushed him off the curb into the
street.

“Away with you, tramp!”
“Where is the doctor?” Telén asked as politely as
his haste allowed.
“Away I say!” returned the gendarme.
“Ou chez un medecin?” persisted Telon.
Peeved, the gendarme strode towards him.

He

kicked out viciously only to find the tramp leap
nimbly towards him. A hand of steel gripped his
plaided uniform and jerked him close to the tramp’s
face.
Telon’s eyes gleamed with a dangerous light.
True bully though the gendarme was, the look of
murder in Telon’s eyes frightened him. He quickly
stammered out the directions to the nearest doctor.
Telon ran as fast as he could through the rain
and mist, that had just started, and aroused a sleepy
doctor.

AFTER sometime the doctor turned to the two
people sitting in the single chair. He shook his
head sadly. Telon rose quickly.
“What's wrong?—no chance?” he asked, wild-

eyed, showing the effects of lost sleep.
“Not much chance. He should have some medicine. But I have none that would do him any
good—not here with me—and the apothecaries are
closed, so—we must wait and pray for his soul. I
can help no further, so I bid you be brave and
adieu!” said the M.D. in a bland, indifferent tone.
“What kind of medicine?” asked Telon.

“By the time you’d get it, it would be too late.
He’s at the peak and if I cannot keep his fever down
I cannot do a thing!”
“What about the drug store on the Rue de Martin? It’s only two squares.”
“It is closed. You couldn’t arouse the keeper
because he doesn’t sleep there.”
The physician, however, wrote a prescription for
the medicine he needed. They were common ingredients that anyone could recognize and mix.
There was a struggle going on in Telén. He had
thought of a plan, fraught with danger—true, but
reasonably hopeful of suceess. But he hated this

Frenchman, and a picture of his dead brother ap-

peared before him.
He sat down quietly. It was easy to pretend that
he could not think of any plan of action, and appeared to be trying his best to think. He could
easily fool Clarita and the doctor. He wished for
a second that he had not conceived such an idea.
No! he would say nothing and do nothing. He
stared into the firelight.

He looked sadly at Clarita, when he dared. She
was weeping. Then like a blow he saw the light!
It was all clear to him. God, above him, had made
them both, not to kill one another, but with a duty

to help each other along. Lebre was a human piece
of flotsam, supplicating for a hold on a raft. He
could not let him down!
Besides, revenge would be foolish if he tried to
take it.

After he had killed Lebre, Lebre would

not feel his act. It would no longer hurt Lebre.
Moreover, he would be punishing Lebre for an act
done within the legality, as it were, of war.

His

brother might have been shot by anyone. It was all
in the game of war!
Revenge to him now was foolish, illogical, and
above all irreligious! He, Telén, who had never
been very religious before, realized now what hap-

piness religion meant. He was surprised at himself
and yet positive of his reasoning. Somehow this
little garret, and the little sick French officer and

Clarita, had given him something he had never had
before—religion and contentment!
“He leapt to his feet and shouted, “Wait here,
doctor! I will get you your medicine!”
“Well, be quick about it, son. I haven’t much
time to throw away,” snapped the medic.
Telon gave his small sum of coins to pay the doctor with, and kissing Clarita quickly he dashed out
the door. He sprinted down the sidewalk and soon
came to the rear of the apothecary shop. A gendarme stood on the street corner.
He founda stone and hurled it through the backroom window. The noise in the night air was appalling.
.
The gendarme, who was half-asleep, awoke with
a start. Where had that terrific din come from?
Sounded like it was back of the store. Slowly and
cautiously he walked mincingly to the rear of the
store to find the window broken and the frame
standing open. ‘Mon Dieu, les voleurs!”
Telén wasted no time, but climbed in headlong

and searched for the medicine cabinets which he
luckily soon found. Then espying the gendarme at
the rear of the store, he opened the front door and
glided out. He turned to go around the block, then
decided to take the alley in order to cut the detour
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in half. As he raced down the filthy alley, the gendarme blundered into view.
“Halt!” “Stop!”
Telén accelerated his speed. His breath came in
hard gasps. A shot rang out as Telon felt a blow, like
a sledge hammer, crush his ankle. He stumbled and
fell sprawling, grinding the dirt into his face and
hands.

He pulled himself to a sitting position. Shot in
the ankle! Another second and he would have been
out of sight. But cruel fate had laughed at him!
The gendarme came on the run. Thinking quickly, he pulled himself up, clinging to the brick wall
for support—just out of sight!
The officer came running around the corner, full
into his arms. The gun went off again, this time
harmlessly. Then with sinewy arms Telon crushed
the officer in a mighty bear hug until the gendarme’s ribs broke and cracked aloud. Telon literally crushed him to unconsciousness. All the while
the gendarme’s cries rent the air!
Telon sank weakly and fainted, only to come to
almost immediately, and hobbled painfully on. It
seemed that he would never get there. The distance was interminable! He plodded on, limping
and hopping on one foot.

His head swirled and he vaguely saw houses. He
gritted his teeth and kept a-going by sheer will
power. It seemed that he just couldn’t go any further. Still he kept hopping—why or how he never
knew. He just wouldn’t give up.
Would he be in time? This kept going through
his head, making him lose track of the distance and
the pain.
He reached the house and proceeded to pull himself up the steps, one by one, shouting something
all the while.
The doctor came out, ready to leave, when he saw

Telon below.
“Look at this!” he exclaimed.
Clarita ran to the landing where Telén lay.
“The medicine! I’m too late? Medicine! I’m
shot!” A sharp intake of breath! “But I got the
medicine for poor old Lebre. Nice guy,” he babbled incoherently.

TELON sat in the rickety chair wrapt in
blankets.

“Where am I?” were his first words on regaining consciousness after three days.
“Right here, darling,” cooed Clarita, moving over
to hold his head in her arms.
“Where’s Lebre?” Telén gasped quickly upon
seeing the empty bed.
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Clarita hung her head in silence. A tear dripped
to the floor.
“No !—not—dead ?” Telon cried.
“Yes!—oh, but he is happy now,” she whispered.
AFTER a while Telon spoke.
“And this!” pointing to his ankle, “all for nothing, for no avail!” he sighed.
“No! not for nothing. It proved that you did
love your enemy. You wouldn’t have had to do that
brave act, but you did it—and I’m so glad! You tried
your best—and really did forgive him, didn’t you?
Mee
“Yes, dearest, I know what you wish to tell me. It’s

that you love me, isn’t it? Let me hear you say so.”
Telén gathered her into his arms and kissed her—
long and ardently, her sweet arms wound around
his neck. She was all his!
“HE never knew that Jacques was Telén or me,

did he?” Telon asked.
“It was your wish that he didn’t know?” she

counter questioned.
“Yes, but why do you ask?” he said curtly.
“Well, I'll confess. While you were lying there
unconscious, he had a lucid period. I told him that
you were Telén. To say that he was astonished is
to put it very mildly. I explained everything—and
he understood.
“Then officers burst into the room. I was scared
to death for a moment. But they were not for you.
Lebre’s cause had been brought up by a friend before His Majesty, and they were searching for him.
He talked to them for an hour. Finally they brought
him pen and paper. He madea last will. He turned
his pension and maison de ville—just acquired two
minutes before—to both of us as partners. I tried
to refuse, but he insisted so much that I promised.
“He remained conscious for half an hour later,

but didn’t speak much. Before he passed away he
said to thank you most deeply in his name. He said
you were a true soldier, one who is both brave and

chivalrous, and something about having more interesting stories to tell you—when you meet again—
and that was all. They had also brought him the
rank of Colonel from His Majesty, and he accepted
it with tears in his eyes. They just took him away
yesterday.”
“Then I’ve been unconscious for three days,”

Telon asked surprisedly.
“You will forgive me for telling him, Telén?”

“Forgive you, darling?
right,” he sighed.

Whatever you do is

(Continued on Page 22)
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(Continued from Page 20)

TELON picked up a newspaper. One of the
headlines read: “Colonel Lebre to be given military burial!”
“That is as he would want it,” Telon sighed sadly.
“Listen! A blare of trumpets! Oh, Telén! they
are of his funeral—these soldiers.”
Telon hobbled to a window, and Clarita pulled

up achair. He ignored it.

Then came the casket, surrounded by the bodyguard—a real military funeral! As they went by
Telon raised his hand in salute:
“To a gentleman, brave soldier, and foe—and my
roommate, Colonel—Captaine Lebre of His Majesty’s army!” ‘Then to himself: “May God rest
his soul!”
He looked at Clarita and smiled bravely and tenderly. He could hardly arouse himself to the reality of things, but he was sure that Clarita was his!

Brightly colored soldiers rode magnificently caparisoned steeds down the old cobble-stone street.

She smiled, and her smile held a promise of unending years of happiness!

A Christmas Legend
Lola §. Morgan
Beneath the Christmas stars one winter night

From far and wide the people came to pray
Before an altar in the candle-light
Whereon the image of the Christ-Child lay.
"T'was rumored that at dawn of Christmas day
(For so good priests had dreamed the whole year
through)
The Infant’s lips would part and they would say
The name of one who, all the angels knew,

Was offering God the faith most pure, devout, and
true;

The townfolk talked among themselves all week
Of gifts that they would take on Christmas Eve,
Of treasures vast to make the Christ-Child speak;
And each prayed nightly that he might believe
In miracles, and so from faith conceive

A gift divine, most beautiful and rare,
So that the giver might himself receive
The joy of hearing his name spoken there
As Christmas hymns soared heavenward through
morning air.
They brought their gifts of silver and of gold
And laid them at the baby’s marble feet,

Telling their rosaries as night grew old.
But Stephan knelt and heard the music sweet,
Giftless. He had no gold with which to greet
The holy Child. He had not wealth nor fame,
And so he offered God his heart, complete.
When dawn—in all her shining beauty—came,
The Christ-Child spoke, and lo! He said poor
Stephan’s name.
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College Clippings
I did not know before that—
W. C. Henry, Boston, Mass., stamp collector, has

glued 18,000 postage stamps on his automobile in
lieu of paint.
se h# & 8 *
William Randolph Hearst, when a student at

Harvard, was expelled because of “incorrigible
prankishness,”
oe ee ee
In two years, 1930-32, sales of ...... , a sleep-

producing drug, rose in this country from 25,000
to 45,000 poundsa year.
os. ee +}
‘The world’s weight is about 65 trillion times as
great as the combined weight of all the people who
inhabit it.
oe 6 6k 6
Eighty-two people disappear from their homes in
New York City every day.
se we oe
Paper underwear, which may be discarded after
being worn, is now being offered by manufacturers.
ese 8) 8 8
Potatoes first appeared on the dinner menu of
Harvard College in 1708.
-

came to the conclusion that more and more men
above the age of forty-five are being employed or
re-employed in the larger industries.
Se 8 4 Oe
The amount of liquid latex used in 1934 would
equal in volume a five-minute flow of water over

Niagara Falls.
+
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Dr. W. H. Cowley of Ohio State University
blamed college professors for the increase in rowdy
campus traditions. Said he: “Until professors operate on a philosophy which takes in the whole stu-

te

The New York Society of Dancing Teachers had
decided that “stream-lined” dancing, besides being
in bad taste, is also conducive to bad posture.

ee ee
Giraffes cause considerable trouble to telephone
lines in Africa by rubbing their chins on them, or

running into them and breaking the wires.
Se
oe es
There is a town in Wales named Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogercychwyrndrobwillanddysil.

5

ee

8

A new kind of cuckoo clock has been rigged up
by a psychology professor at the University of California. It is so crazy that it runs backward. How-

ever, it still tells time with a great deal of accuracy
because the figures on the dial are reversed. The
professor’s purpose is to interrupt the habit of telling time by the position of the hands of the clock.
I

¢ .*-e.
&2

Ushers, a group of men and women, feature school
dances at Akron University. They circulate about
the dance floor, keeping the stag lines from stagnating, and the wallflowers from wilting.
a ee he
ok

34
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Young people to-day are alike in many disrespects.

aS

a

The dog is mentioned 18 times in the Bible; the
cat not once. Kinda catty, eh?
ee
ee
Sophomores at Haverford College take a comprehensive examination containing 2,725 questions. It

dent and not merely his mind, he will continue to

requires 12 hours to complete.
x
eee

seek his satisfaction, not in the intellectual life of
our colleges, but in any number of expressions of

novel is like a “bustle”: it is a fictitious tale based

untamed biological impulses.”
a 8 es ee
Dr. Graeme Hammond, 77, president emeritus of
the Amateur Athletic Union, runs three miles every
day on an indoor track.
Se ie ae

Dr. Walter B. Pitkin, author of “Life Begins at
Forty,” after making a national survey of industry,

President Angell of Yale says that an historical
on a Stern reality.

es

oe

ee

When you sit with your legs crossed, your free
foot moves imperceptibly in rhythm with your heart
beat.

ef

Kk,

ok ae

Christmas cigars burn better if there is a good
bed of coals in the furnace.
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Products of
GENERAL MOTORS
+

Always with the Boys

CARL B. KOORS

Compliments

MAIN ONE—DAYTON TIRES @
West Second at Perry

Reserved
for

AD 2244

Miami Valley Brewing

Company
Good Beer is healthful,
refreshing, and invigorating

OLT’S BEER IS GOOD BEER
Made in Dayton

THE OLT BREWING CO.

+

>

The Dayton
Stencil Works Co.
Steel Stamps—Rubber Stamps
Seals—Badges—Engravings
Stencils

413 E. SECOND ST.
Phone ADams 1432

Dayton, O.

THE

John T, Barlow Go,
WHOLESALE

DRY GOODS

~@ NOTIONS

Third and Sears Streets
DAYTON, OHIO

An illogical thing is worry;
It puts you “in Dutch” in a hurry;
The greater the anguish
before you arrive,

| This Magazine is
| Our Product

_ The madder they are

to see you alive.

‘Ge

So beware of this fickle emotion,

_J.C.Ely Printing

As it’s followed by ire—not devotion;
Just phone them and tell them
you’re being delayed. ...
You’re not in the ditch

- Company

and you’ve not been waylaid.

?

<

_ THE OHIO BELL TELEPHONE CO.
205-207-209 S. JEFFERSON ST.

V Velding
«+ the best wayto make a

perfect union oftwo pieces
of metal is by —s
_ them together.

... and the best way
to make a good cigarette
is to WELD together the
right quantity of different

types ofmild, ripe tobaccos
... that is just what we do in making Chesterfield Cigarettes.
The three types of home-grown tobaccos (Bright, Burley and
Maryland) are welded together. Thatis, the qualities of each
of the three kinds are made into one kind.

Then these three tobaccos which have been welded
together are welded with aromatic Turkish tobacco.
Mixing tobaccos is one thing; blending is another thing—but

in order to get the best flavor and aroma, the tobaccos should
be welded together.

NOH

Chesterfield hk the cigarette thats MILDER
©) 1935, Liccerr & Myers Tosacco Co,

Chesterfield...she cigarette that TASTES BETTER

